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Introduction to Volume II 


Welcome (or welcome back) to Westerfilk. This book of songs represents a continuation of the 
compilation of filksongs begun in the first Westerfilk Collection — hence our continuing page numbers. 
Back in 1980, when we published the first Westerfilk, we defined filksongs as "the particular and pecu¬ 
liar music of science fiction fans." In the two years since, we’ve collected much more of this peculiar 
music, some of it very good indeed. We’ve written lots of letters and made untold hours of tape 
recordings at conventions and parties, searching diligently for new songs for our files and having a hel¬ 
luva lot of fun. 

We’ve also made some very peculiar friends. Authors, performers, publishers, and booksellers, 
but mostly filkers of all shapes and sizes. They have bought a gratifyingly large number of Westerfilks, 
and we have had the tremendous pleasure of seeing (and hearing!) people sing from it everywhere we 
go. And just about every one of them, it seems, has sooner or later said, "By the way, when is Volume 
II coming out?" 

Well, Volume II is out. Once again, we have tried to print the best songs that fall into our 
categories, and once again, there are quite a few that didn’t fall into any category at all, but were too 
good to leave out. 

There have been some changes in our selections. This volume contains a higher fraction of "per¬ 
formance" songs, done to original tunes or relatively unknown traditional music, and most often sung 
by solo performers. This follows the trend of our experience at West coast filksings (we are, after all, 
the Westerfilk), where the number of talented composers and singers, and especially the number of 
guitars, has increased steadily. There are still many good group songs, but we must admit that non¬ 
musicians may have to attend a convention or two to learn the tunes herein. (Quite a few are available 
on cassette tapes from Off Centaur or other sources - just send an SASE for a catalog.) 

The other reason why we have fewer group songs is that a frustratingly large number of delight¬ 
ful songs are based directly on movies, especially Star Wars, and other copyrighted properties, and thus 
can’t be legally printed without permission. And we can’t get permission -- we’ve tried. It is official 
policy at Lucasfilm not to license the use of their characters, even though we offered to pay royalties. 
Regrettably, filkers aren’t a big enough market to affect such policies -- not yet, anyway. 

We’ve also left out several Dorsai songs, some fine pro-space songs, and a few others for a very 
good reason: we’re already working on other books that will include them. The pro-space songs will be 
appearing in Minus Ten and Counting in the near future; a book of Dorsai Irregulars verse will follow. 

Once again, we have many people to thank. Margaret Middleton, secretary of the Filk Founda¬ 
tion, has helped us locate many songs, and indeed several of our songs are reprinted from the Founda¬ 
tion fanzine, Kantele. David Bratman, though he escaped to Seattle just before the first Westerfilk ap¬ 
peared, has chipped in with typing on his visits south. Jeff Rogers and his nifty Nakamichi have 
recorded and copied many songs for us. Several artists have been very kind to us, including Bill War¬ 
ren, Signe Landon, and our cover artist, Wendy Rose. Don Simpson gets special thanks for doing our 
section headings and much else to order. 

Our typesetting is courtesy of UNIX Version 7, and our printing courtesy of the vintage A. B. 
Dick Model 360 now operated by Off Centaur. Our sincere thanks to George and Andrea Mitchell, in 
whose accomodating household our press rumbles on. 

We hope we haven’t made too many mistakes, and apologize for any that slipped by. Enjoy the 
songs, and we promise to let everyone know when Volume III (No! No! Never again!) is ready. 


Teri V. Lee 


Jordin Kare 


Catherine H. Cook 



Andromeda 


Centauri, Sirius, Hydra, Yalls 

and, one by one, the ebon walls of distance fell; 

from angry howls of fossil fuels 

to silent, bursting molecules of FTL. 

And soon those depths were gone arid past 
and vanished in the light years cast behind us far. 

With each new reach we grasp and hold, 

but still we hear from past the cold and farthest star 

a gentle, whispered lover’s song 

that draws us on so swift, so long. 

And though Man might forsake 
the spaces left to take, 
he’ll always hear 

the voice so clear that says, "Andromeda..." 

The years will come and thence take flight 
through endless depths of star-flecked night 
to untold more, 

while mighty empires, billions strong, 

arise in undreamed, brilliant song and fade to lore. 

The countless heroes, glory bound, 

take flight at every planet found and leave their names 

like blazing suns upon the sky 

until that dome, itself, must hie where darkness claims. 

And all through this the spacemen feel 

the thread that binds like silken steel 

to draw them out and past 

their wisdom's highest cast 

through endless night 

toward some dim light that’s called "Andromeda..." 

While still we seek and more we find 

beyond the reaches of the mind and still seek more, 

the roving dreams of star-bound men 

will drive us out to seek again in endless store; 

And, lest some monster doom befall 

to purge our species, one and all, we’ll surely go, 

through tears and trials, triumphs, joys 

that nought, however perfect, cloys nor distance slow. 

Each conquest bids us yet be gone 

a thousand light-years further on 

that we may reach and see 

that distant galaxy, 

while each new day 

the spacemen say, "Next year, Andromeda!" 


Robert A. Cook 
1950 - 1981 
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Mary O’Meara 


Words: Poul Anderson 
Music: Anne Passovoy 
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Mar - y O' - mear - a, the stars and the dew - fall have cov-ered your hilltop with 
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name to the height. My girl, you are all of the 


night. 


Mary O’Meara, the stars and the dewfall 
Have covered your hilltop with light. 

The wind in the lilies that blossom around you 
Goes bearing your name from the height; 

My girl, you are all of the night. 

A ship out of shadow bears homeward by starlight, 

By stars, and the loom of your hill; 

A hand at a brow is uplifted in peering, 

Saluting and shaking with chill; 

My girl, are you waiting there still? 

I’ll sing you a song about Mary O’Meara, 

With stars like a crown in her hair, 

Sing of her memory ranging before me 
Wherever the way that I fare, 

My joy is to know she is there. 

The song shall ride home on the surf of the starlight, 
And leap to the shores of the sky, 

Take wing on the wind, and the odor of lilies, 

And Mary O’Meara-ward fly, 

And whisper your name where you lie. 

So softly you hear it now, Mary O’Meara, 

But soon it rings joyful and clear, 

And soon, in the shadow and dew of your hilltop, 

A star-guided footfall rings near, 

My only beloved, I’m here. 

Sleep soft once again if you wake in your darkness, 
Sleep knowing you are my delight. 

As long as the stars wheel the years down the heavens. 
As long as the lilies bloom white, 

My darling, I kiss you goodnight. 
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Nick ran Rijn 


Words: Mark Bailey and Teri Lee 
Music: Juanita Coulson ("Peter Grubb") 
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Nick, he counts his gold and grins. They say van Rijn just grins and grins... 


Nick van Ryn, the merchant master, 

Of him are many legends told. 

Bolder, slyer, richer, faster. 

Traded spice and drink for gold. 

Nick van Ryn, the merchant master. 

They said he had the Devil’s trick 
Of pulling triumph from disaster, 

Said he was rightly named Old Nick. 

One day Nick, he met a stranger, 

Come upon him from the gloom. 

He smelled of fire, and of danger 

He smelled of the pit and he smelled of doom. 

The stranger said, "I’ll make an offer 
For that little soul you claim. 

I’ll give you wealth, gold I’ll proffer. 

I’ll give to you undying fame." 
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Nick he said, "A damn poor bargain, 

If at my soul you would a look 
To give me things I need from no man. 
Things what I’ve already took." 

"But I hear you hunt gambling quarry. 

And offer odds what none refuse. 

And with the dice they say you carry 
To no mortal man you lose." 

"So give me foresight, to see danger. 

Wits to make my scheming whole. 

Friends who’ll not desert me, stranger, 

And if you like the gamble, roll." 

The stranger rolled the bones he carried, 
And said to Nick while still they fell, 
"There’s no reason we should tarry. 

It’s time you came with me to hell." 

Nick moved faster than a phantom. 

His hand went grasping in his sleeve. 

He pulled the little sandroot icon, 

Of Saint Dismis, saint of thieves. 

He swung the icon in his hand, 

He tapped the dice while in the air. 

Said "Now, whether saved or damned, 

By God, I know the role be fair." 

The dice they landed, stopped their rolling 
On each was shown a single pip. 

Nick said, "By Saint Dismis holy, 

I think you’ve had a wasted trip." 

"For since mankind first risked the vacuum 
Of the night black starry sea. 

The human race has only room 
For one Old Nick and that one’s me." 

Nick van Rijn, he flaunts disaster, 

Still his wits his fortune wins. 

They say he is the Devil’s master. 

Nick, he counts his gold and grins - 
The say van Rijn just grins and grins. . . 
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Phantom Lover of the Stardrive 


Words and Music: Diana G. Gallagher 
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Young women, if you travel stellar shipping lanes, beware 
The whisper soft caress of gentle, fingers in your hair, 

The tender kiss as you lie sleeping when there’s no one there, 
And your temperatures rise! 

You’ve been touched by 

The Phantom Lover of the Stardrive. 

No one knows his name, what he was or where he came from. 
He just began to haunt the Tau Ceti run. 

No sooner is a cruiser’s jump to faster-than-light done. 

He arrives, 

With a soulful sigh... 

The Phantom Lover of the Stardrive. 

CHORUS: Ghost or alien? Dead or alive? 

Only one sure thing is known. 

The Phantom Lover of the Stardrive 

Only haunts the ladies. He leaves the men alone! 

In normal space there’s not a trace of passion’s entity. 

But jump to light and his romantic spree is guaranteed. 

An intestellar Don Juan lady passengers agree 
With a sparkle in their eyes... 

He’s a tachyon high, 

The Phantom Lover of the Stardrive. 

CHORUS 

CODA: They love him, yes they do, 

And now the Tau Ceti cruise 

Is booked solid by 

Women who’ve been victimized. 

He’s a tachyon high, 

The Phantom Lover of the Stardrive. 

He satisfies... 

The Phantom Lover of the Stardrive. 
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Privateer 

Words: Michael K. Longcor 
Music: "Bonny Ship the Diamond" 



So cheer up, me lads! Let your hearts nev - er fear. When you 
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ship out to the free lanes for to be a pri - va - teer. 


When I was young, my friends all fought like fools to get a seat 
On an outbound ship to the endless wars of Confederation Fleet. 

But I left home at nineteen years, a privateer to be. 

I can outfight any four Fleet men, and outdrink any three. 

CHORUS: And it’s cheer up, me lads, let your heart never fear 

When you ship out to the free lanes for to be a privateer. 

Around the ports at planetside, the lasses stand around, 

A’cryin’ for their privateers who’ve gone and left the ground, 

But we won’t be kept by a pretty face, or the girls of all mankind, 

And the rose will bloom on Rigel Four before we change our mind. 

CHORUS 

When we come back, bold privateers, from a short light year or three, 
With our pockets full of currency, we’ll all go on a spree, 

We’ll empty all the hookerholes, and drain the taverns dry, 

Then we’ll ship out for the Void once more, and cruise her till we die! 

CHORUS 

Here’s a toast to the Vegan Vengeance, likewise the Pride of Rome, 
Here’s a toast to every privateer who never made it home. 

And here’s to the Old Man of the Void, who’s always at our side, 

Who snickers when we first ship out, and takes us when we’ve died. 

CHORUS 


The WesterfUk Collection, Volume ll 















































Spaceman’s Wife 
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Words: Sara Goodman adapted- from Ewan McColl 
Music: "Fisherman’s Wife" 
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A the months your man's a - wa', and a' the months you bide your lane. And 
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a' the time you're wait - ing for the min-ute that he’s com - in' hame. Ye 



days and weeks in lone-ly space, the gauges stayin' just clear o’ red. 


A’ the months your man’s awa\ and a’ the months you bide your lane. 

And a’ the time you’re waiting for the minute that he’s cornin’ hame. 

Ye ken the way he has to work, the engines must be watched and fed 
For days and weeks in lonely space, the gauges stay’n’ just clear o’ red. 

Through the months and through the years, while you’re bringin’ up the bairns, 
Your man’s awa’ tae here and there. Out in deepest space he’s farin’. 

And when he’s hame it’s seldom long, and half that drinkin’ with his friends. 
It’s all too soon e’er he’s awa’. The space lanes hunger never ends. 

The Adverts show a sky o’ stars and rockets racing round the sun, 

But space is dark and lonely for the black-gang on the Saturn run,. 

But men maun wark tae earn their breid as fish must swim and birds must fly. 
The black-gang works the bowels o’ space, as long as stars shine in the sky. 

A’ the months your man’s awa’, and a’ the months you bide your lane. 

And a’ the time you’re waiting for the minute that he’s cornin’ hame. 
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Cycles 


Words and Music: Gary Anderson 



I shipped out on a 

Am G 


n i 1 


lin - er, far An - tar - es bound. My 

Am Em Am 


3 


fti'. j--p 


for - tune lay in for - eign skies, not a fur - row in the ground. I 

Am . Em Am C Am 


E 


* 


22 


took to min-ing as - ter - oids, 


I j j j 


a - round the near - er stars, But 

Am Em Am 


m 


p I* p 




zx 


I found not my rich - es there, nor love in space - port 


bars. 


I shipped out on a liner, far Antares bound. 

My fortune lay in foreign skies, not a furrow in the ground. 

I took to mining asteroids, around the nearer stars, 

But I found not my riches there, nor love in spaceport bars. 

So I got my captain’s papers, the universe to see, 

In a down and out tramp starship, haulin’ danger for a fee. 

But even danger bored me, and I returned to home, 

To find myself a stranger there, with nothing but to roam. 

A rootless man grows lonely, a grim and bitter soul, 

And so I wandered through the stars and played my chosen role. 
The planets and the spaceports, the stations and the stars, 

A hundred thousand light years and half a million bars. 
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And then with a load of specimens, I called at Fafnir Two, 

A bio-research asteroid near a giant star of blue. 

For twenty years I’d called there, but never gone inside. 

What fear could grip the researcher, from men to want to hide? 

But this computer greeting was a distress call: 

The researcher hurt in the lock, outside the inner wall. 

So I pulled up to the airlock and pressured out the door, 

And lying there before me was a woman on the floor. 

I carried her to sick bay, too sick was she to fear, 

And while the robot healed her wounds we talked of death so near. 
In two days she was walking, back at work in three, 

But still we talked and still I stayed though my schedule haunted me. 

Oh the young may speak their loving, its happy wondrous state. 

But we are no less happy fools, to whom that love comes late. 

The lonely, bitter lifetime that we each had led 

Now vanished in the pleasures of talk and touch and bed. 

But reality is waiting, at the end of love’s short day. 

Her work was calling to her now, to my schedule I must stay. 

And so too soon we parted, with tears and aching void. 

I was left with ship and ports, and she her asteroid. 

But I called there very often, over fifty years, 

For timeless golden love-filled days, bracketed with tears. 

And each time she was waiting, though we both grew gray, 

But age it did not dim our love nor the magic of the day. 

But one day when I called there, the computer answered me. 

It played to me her dying words, her last legacy. 

And these I’ve carried with me, through gray and lonely years, 

Graven on my loneliness and damming back the tears. 

But now I too am dying near this uncharted rock. 

My ship is wrecked, her engines dead, but before I blow the lock 
I’ll leave my echo for you, of our life and love and pain: 

For that fifty years of love we had, I’d do it all again. 
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Lisha 


Words and Music: 


Juanita Coulson 




I had pleasure in my short life, and some small measure of fame. 



I was promised as the high chief's wife; Then the stran- gers came -- 
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I am Lishan born, ah yes, daughter of the seven moons. 

Lisha lies fair under bright green skies, 

World of the double sun. 

I had honor in my short life, and some small measure of fame. 

I was promised as the high chiefs wife; then the stranger came — 

Riding silver and flame. 

Love can span the universe. We became as one. 

Moons sped by in lovers’ bliss. I bore him a son. 

Great god Gheta smiled on us. 

Then the high chief a curse pronounced, and though I took my love’s part, 
On the altar of Gheta the high chiefs knife laid his proud young heart. 

I remember your words, my love: Hate can come out of love. 

His friends came just days too late, too late, to save his sweet young life. 
They looked on my son, they looked on my ring, 

Called me "the Captain’s wife”... 

I led the Terrans forth on revenge. (Ai, hate can rise like a flood!) 

We’ve left Lisha. She’s far behind; but we left Lisha in blood, 

Drowned in an ocean of blood. 

I am Lishan bom, ah yes, but Lisha’s left to the dead. 

And now, now Terra lies ahead. 

I have ne’er seen her fields and plains, ne’er gazed on Earthly blue skies. 
But I remember the love in his voice, the hope in his mild, dark eyes. 

Look toward Terra, my son, my son; look toward brighter lands. 

Don’t remember the evil I’ve done, don’t see the blood on my hands. 

I was Lishan born... 
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Fuel to Feed the Drive 


Words: Cynthia McQuillin & Phillip Wayne 
Music: Cynthia McQuillin 




we can't find a 


pla - net with fuel to feed the drive. 


A hundred parsecs out on a ship called Borman’s Fate 
The engineer McClellan sent the word out to the mate. 

"The engine’s growing cold," he said, "and soon our ship will die 
If we can’t find a planet with fuel to feed the drive." 

Now our ship’s a noble lady, and our captain he is true, 

But our engineer is no one’s God, no angels in our crew. 

If we can’t find an answer soon, nobody will survive. 

Why can’t we find some blasted rock with fuel to feed the drive. 

What prayer can stir the gods of space who dwell beyond the stars? 

What mortal words can help or heal an engine without power? 

Will we drift forever? Lost between the stars we strive 
To find a single planet with fuel to feed the drive. 

The screen glows bright! A world we’ve found of rock and ice and steel. 
If only we can make it there. Pray the ions hold the field. 

Hope flares anew, the fields will hold, our engine will survive. 

It’s a hell of a world, but there’s hydrogen to feed our dying drive. 

So once again we fly through space, this void beyond the stars. 

Who knows what ruin may take us, what evil fate is ours. 

But as long as our ship is able we will ply the stars and thrive, 

As long as we are granted fuel to feed the drive. 

As long as we are granted fuel to feed the drive. 
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Fool to Feed the Drive 


Words: Jordin Kare 

Music: "Fuel To Feed The Drive" 

Am G Am 

A hundred parsecs out, on a ship quite second rate 

C G F G 

The engineer, McQuillin, sent the word up to the mate: 

Am G p Am 

"Our engine’s out of steam," he said, "and soon our ship will die, 
G F G Am 

If we can’t find a planet with fuel to feed the drive." 

Now, our ship’s a noble lady, and our captain, she is, too, 

But our engineer is none too bright; the dimwit of our crew. 

The captain said, "I thought you filled the tanks on Vega Five." 
McQuillin just looked sheepish. He forgot to feed the drive. 

Can curses stir the gods of space who dwell beyond the stars? 

If so, they surely woke up then, for we used up most of ours. 

We thought we’d drift forever, lost between the stars we’d die, 

And all because McQuillin bought no fuel to feed the drive! 

But then the captain’s eyes grew bright. She said, "It seems to me 
That a fusion drive burns H 2 0." McQuillin turned to flee. 

"Grab him, boys, and hold him. He’s no good to us alive, 

But two hundred pounds of water will feed our dyin’ drive!" 

So once again we fly through space, avoiding all the stars. 

Who knows what ruin will take us, what evil fate is ours? 

We didn’t find our planet, but we’ll all but one survive. 

As long as we are granted some fool to feed the drive! 
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If You Find Enough To Bury 


Words and Music: Thomas G. Digby 


87_E 


F»m 



As soon as we had lan - ded on 


Somethin'r'o - ther Two, 


ira 


head-ed for a tav - em, as 


spa - cers oft - en 

F#m 


do. I 


F#m 


found my - self a chair in a 


cor - ner 



find e - nough to bur - y send it back to Tin - nys Sea, Where 

jL_B_ B-, . E 



night-in-gales are howl - in' at a 


As soon as we had landed on SomethinYother Two 
I headed for a tavern, as spacers often do. 

I found myself a chair in a corner of the room 
And heard again this same old mournful tune: 
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CHORUS: If you find enough to bury send it back to Tinnys Sea 

Where all my friends and family are waitin’ there for me, 
Where hummingbirds are hummin’ a cotton-pickin’ tune 
And nightingales are howlin’ at a moon. 

It seems there was a young man a’headin’ into space 
Who gets himself in trouble some lost and lonely place. 

He knows his life is over, as plain as doom can be, 

And radios one final desp’rate plea: 

CHORUS 

Now where this Tinnys Sea is no one can rightly say — 

I sort of think it’s Terra, so very far away. 

Though Terra’s just a legend that maybe once was real, 

It stands for all the emptiness we feel. 

CHORUS 


Twas years ago I followed the siren song of space, 

Took off to seek my fortune some strange enchanted place. 
I’ve had my share of good times around the galaxy, 

But now and then this song comes back to me: 

CHORUS 
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Speed of Light 


Words and Music: Jordin Kare 


_ Am C _ G Am __G_ Am 

I ~ j I r r r Ir r | j | j J ^|p- i-i j i J *j 


Now the big ships fly to a hun-dred suns (push-in' the speed of light) And they 




Anrv-^ 


Em Am C Ga /-u i u— 

Fr r | J i r r n r r i n 





want good men for the deep space runs (push-in' the speed of light) And the 

Am G Am G Am Em Ai 


- n F T- T- . Er ft_ Am _ Am G Am Em Am 

T V 1 III III LI III I TTTTrTTft 


pay is good, and yoi/re young and strong, and you tell your-self that it won't be long, 

c 



Pushin the speed of light _ And' you've left be - hind you the world of men With no 

C G Am Em Am 



way in space to go home a - gain when you're pushin' the speed of light. Pushin' the speed of light . 


2 - 3-4 


m. r i J 


Am 


wr. m 


tt 


^ G _ Am. 

rn i i i 11 


Push - in' the speed of light. Push - in' the speed of 


light 


Now the big ships fly to a hundred suns 
(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

And they want good men for the deep space runs 
(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

And the pay is good, and you’re young and strong, 

And you tell yourself that it won’t be long, 

So you sign on board, hear the drive’s deep song. 

Pushin’ the speed of light - Pushin’ the speed of light 
And you’ve left behind you the world of men, 

With no way in space to go home again, when you’re 
Pushin’ the speed of light — Pushin’ the speed of light 
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Now, it’s two months out and two months back; 

(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

Twenty years on your home world’s track, 

(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

And your friends are gone, and your lovers too, 

And there’s damn all left there that you can do, 

And you try to lie, but you know it’s true -- 
(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

So you sign back on for another run 
(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

And you swear to God that your pushin’s done, 

(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

But that one run turns into four or five, 

And your heart beats time to the hummin’ drive, 

And there’s nothing left keeps you alive, but 
(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

Now you’ve spread your seed with the star drive’s flame, 
(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

Left sons behind you to carry your name, 

(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

And you watch them age, and you watch them die 
As you race the light wind across the sky, 

And the gods are silent when you ask them, "Why?" 

(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

(Pushin* the speed of light) 

Now the speed of C is a wall, they say, 

(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

That shuts you off from yesterday 
(Pushin’ the speed of light) 

And you know someday you’re gonna win the race, 

Fly back the years to your starting place, 

And you’ll stay awhile — before you’re back in space 

Pushin’ the speed of light — Pushin’ the speed of light 
And you’ve left behind you the world of men. 

With no way in space to go home again, when you’re 
Pushin’ the speed of light - Pushin’ the speed of light 
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To Your Scattered Bodies Go 


Words and Music: Chris Weber 




hill - side where the sol-diers waged their wars. 'Neath the 

Am D 


Ro - man staff and ea - gle there you 

G Em D 


grew. 


And we 



both lived and loved our 


lot - ted time. 


Till the 



I was born in a city built of asphalt, glass and steel 
In a country which your fathers never knew. 

You met life on a mountain where the soldiers waged their wars 
’Neath the Roman staff and eagle there you grew. 

CHORUS: And we both lived and loved our allotted times 
Till the reaper arrived grim and slow. 

Then we ended our lives till we heard a voice say, 
"To your scattered bodies go." 
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On the banks of a river that encompassed our new world 
We were born anew on Resurrection Day. 

In a land with a people from another race and time 
Only we and some few others could not stay. 

CHORUS 

Though we once lived apart and had two thousand years between 
We were joined now in a love that could not die. 

With our youth and our vigor given to us once again 
We’d explore this world together, you and I. 

CHORUS 

So many splendid journeys, yes so many dangers too 
We have shared with one another through the years. 

Saw famous saints and sinners and ten thousand ways to live. 
Broke apart and reconciled in joy and tears. 

CHORUS 

But I learned that even here in this world where none grow old 
There are partings that new dawnings cannot heal 
For our boat capsized one day, we were reborn far apart 
So I seek you in this emptiness I feel. 
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Darkness 


Words and Music' Jordin Kare 
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There’s a darkness out be - tween the stars That an - y eye can see. There's a 



deep - er dark with - in me, where no 



emp - ty place be - side me where my 
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And now the screens glow blind-ing bright. The fi - res bum a - head. The 
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hull a - round me whis - pers as it glows an an - gry red. There's a 


There’s a darkness out between the stars that any eye can see. 
There’s a deeper dark within me, where no light will ever be. 
There’s an empty place beside me where my lover ought to stand. 
There’s a burning sun before me, and the throttle’s in my hand. 


Two days ago I lost her, on a world without a name, 

As we touched the land to claim it, for the thousandth time the same. 
Then I left her but a moment, and I did not see her fall. 

I know only that I failed her - never heard her final call. 
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I dug her grave in alien ground, in the shade of ah alien wood. 

And I touched her there one final time, and I said what words I could. 
Let that cold world hold her gently, for she came so far to die — 

Then I took the ship that was our home, and blasted for the sky. 

But deep space holds no comfort for a broken man, alone, 

And our ship held only memories of the joys that we once had known. 
And I could not live without her, in a life no longer whole. 

Then I chose to die by starlight, and let fire cleanse my soul. 

And now the screens grow blinding bright. The fires burn ahead. 
The hull around me whispers, as it glows an angry red. 

There’s a high cold wail behind me, as if starships, too, could cry 
But my hand is cold and steady, and the time has come to die. 

But now my love comes back to me, ’cross gulfs I’ll never know. 

And I hear her voice within me, and I hear her saying, "No!" 

And I pull the throttle to me, and the forward thrusters burn, 

And the ship cries out in agony, as she fights to make the turn. 

Then my vision starts to fail me, as the forces mount and grow, 

And I wonder when the ship will fail, and I wonder if I’ll know. 

Then the screens before me darken, and a coolness strikes my face, 

And there’s nothing left before me, but the endless depths of space. 

There’s a darkness out between the stars that any eye can see. 

But there’s a light within that darkness, touches even a fool like me. 

For I know my love forgives me, and I know she loves me still.... 

Once we roamed that stars together. Now I know we always will. 



The Wesierfilk Collection. Volume // 



no 


Words: A1 Frank 
Music: "Banks of Sicily" 


Green Hills of Harmony 



sky to the eastward is cloudy and grey And all of the soldiers are leav - ing. So it s 



fare ye well, you green hills of Har-mo-ny. All the poor soldiers are leav-ing. 


Well, the Sergeant*is sad and the piper is fey, 

There’s no Dorsai whiskey we’ll have on this day. 

The sky to the eastward is cloudy and grey, 

And all of the soldiers are leaving. 

CHORUS: So it’s march! March! Down to the landing 

And set down your pack while the ferry’s away. 

And it’s fare ye well, you green hills of Harmony, 
All the poor soldiers are leaving. 

Well, one contract’s filled out but another’s been made. 

The Elders have told us our time’s overstayed. 

So light up if you’ve got ’em, lie back in the shade. 

When the ferry comes back we’ll be leaving. 

CHORUS 

Well, the clouds movin’ westward have blotted the sun. 

It’s a helluva life when you carry a gun: 

You’re hot when you’re fighting, you freeze v.hen you’re done, 
And it rains on the day that you’re leaving! 

CHORUS 

Well, some fight for glory, some fight for the pay, 

But we are the Dorsai, and fighting’s our way. 

It’s a hard life to live, but it’s harder to stay, 

When all of your buddies are leaving. 

CHORUS: So it’s smokes out! There by the landin’ 

The ferry is back. Saddle up, come away, 

And it’s fare ye well, you green hills of Harmony, 
All the poor soldiers are leaving. 
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Words: Sarah E. Goodman 
Music: "Banks of Sicily" 

G C G 

Well, Madam is calling out, "Girls, company: 

D7 

Go down to the airlock and let the boys see. 

G C G 

And just you remember, don’t give any free, 

D7 G 

But go for the ones with the money." 

G D7 G 

CHORUS: So laugh, smile, wink at the spacer; 

C G D7 

Well, maybe a kiss, but the next one ain’t free. 
G D7 G 

And it’s "Hey, there, my handsome star-rover, 

C G D7 G 

I’ll give you good times for your money." 

A fresh ship has landed, her crew’s on a spree, 

With plenty of cash to spend on venery. 

"Come here, handsome spacer, and spend it on me; 

I’ll give you good times for your money." 

CHORUS 

Be they High Guard, or Merchant, or bold Privateer, 

They all come off ship with the same kind of leer. 

"Hey, handsome spacer, I’m selling it here, 

Just as long as you’ve plenty of money." 

CHORUS 

Some are "great lovers" and some are naive, 

But as long as he’s paying, well girl, don’t you grieve. 
Remember it’s blessed to give and receive. 

Close your eyes and just think of the money. 

CHORUS: So laugh, smile, wink at the spacer; 

It’s a hell of a life, I don’t know why I stay. 

But soon fresh ships will be landing 
And I’m getting quite fond of the money. 
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A Long Way Home Words and Music: Cynthia McQuillin 



sal - vage ship we bought at auc-tion and called the Des - ti - ny. Our 







en-gine flared bright as an - y star, 


Our 



en-gi-neer swore that she was sound, And we'd 



make our for-tune in the min-ing camps on the world where we were bound. But it's a 



long way there, and it s a long way home. I wonder when we'11 make it. It's a long way home. 


We lifted out of Antares port, flight date 64.3 

In a salvage ship we bought at auction and called the Destiny. 

The engine flared bright as any star. Our engineer swore that she was sound. 

And we’d make our fortune in the mining camps 
On the world where we were bound. 

CHORUS: But it’s a long way there, and it’s a long way home. 

I wonder when we’ll make it, it’s a long way home. 

We made into Gilsharon’s Town, flight date 64.9 

She sat down like a feather in the desert sand and we swore our luck was fine. 

But a corporate ship beat our flight time there. We lost our bid and it went to them 
I don’t know where we’ll find another cargo now, 

But we’ve got to try again. 

CHORUS 

Well, we lifted out of that mining town, flight date 64.10 
With a cargo hold full of second rate ore to try our luck again. 

And every man on board our ship was sure our luck would change and we’d make good 
So we dreamed our dream of a cargo sold 
Where profit’s promise stood. 

CHORUS 

We sat down again on a ComTech world, flight date 65.2 

We sold our cargo there for a decent price, paid our fees and made our move. 

The bid was good and we cleared that port with a cargo hold full of Tech machines. 

Now once again we seek the peace of space 
And dream a trader’s dream. 

CHORUS 
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Special Effects Man 

Words and Music: David Geller 



He can make you see what you won't believe and be-lieve whatev - er you 

CHORUS: So let’s hear it for the Special Effects man 


What a wound’rous magician is he. 

He can make you see what you won’t believe, 
And believe whatever you see. 

Now the Special Effects man’s a dreamer 
On a 20-hour workin’ day. 

'Cause miracles to order are easy to buy 
But it’s the dreamers who must pay. 

Earthquakes and flood, fire and storm 
He’s got ’em all at his command 
He can open a box, or switch on a light 
And birth and death are in his hand. 

CHORUS 

Now my daddy was a Special Effects man 
And for many a long year he tried 
To make the world see what it might have become 
Before all the wonders died. 

But the universe inside of his camera 
And the universe outside of his door 
They couldn’t coincide in their fugitive truth 
And the crowd still wanted more. 

CHORUS 

So if you want to be a Special Effects man 
The very first thing you must do 
Is build a table-top world out of wonder and love 
And then make it all come true. 

For Beauty and the Beast can be lovers 
And aliens can sing from the skies 
And you can build a galaxy so far, far away 
From the light in a little child’s eyes. 


CHORUS 
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Tahl D’Jehn 


Words and music: Diana Gallagher 




in - to the darkness and safe - ty of space? Why did they die-- jeh - da tohm? 


Tahl d’jehn of the scout ship Dan tahlni 
bound for a new star, Chai-te, 

Seeking new worlds for the ahsin bey. 

The colony awaits signal — go or stay. 

The decision will be Tahl d’jehn’s, the shtahn jii 

Tahl d’jehn of the scout ship Dan tahlni 
found Chai-te rich beyond dreams. 

But the Law applied, expansion denied, 
if an intelligence there did abide. 

The Mediators had so agreed it should be. 
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Tahl d’jehn of the scout ship Dan tahlni 
chose to explore Chai-te Two. 

The sole living world, it showed no evidence 
of an indigenous, alien intelligence — 

Until a derelict probe was taken in tow. 

Tahl d’jehn of the scout ship Dan tahlni 
analyzed the facts, then he knew. 

The NASA were gone, drowned in a sea 
of carbon dioxide in antiquity. 

The reasons Tahl questioned alone. 

CODA: Why did they perish, not try to escape 

Into the darkness and safety of space? 
Why did they die - jehda tohnP. 
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One Way To Go 


Words and Music: Diana G. Gallagher 



Throughout his-to-ry, man has sought prosper-i-ty By dar-ing to challenge the unknown. Through the 



on ly way to go from here, the on-ly way to go from here, the on-ly way to go from here is out. 


Throughout history, man has sought prosperity 
By daring to challenge the unknown. 

Through the ages he’s discovered, exploited and recovered 
All the riches of this planet for his own. 

Thus improving his condition he’s confronted with decision 
What to do about the future on a world that he’s outgrown. 


CHORUS: Well, there’s only one way to go from here — 
One way to go. 

It’s logical. It’s clear. 

There’s only one way to go from here. 

Without a doubt 

The only way to go from here is out! 


Overpopulation, unemployment and inflation. 
Destruction of the earth’s ecology. 

Our limited supplies of energy deny 
A base for developing third world industry. 
Starvation and poverty, or wealth from technology? 
Expansion is the key to a healthy world economy. 
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CHORUS 


Cars replacing horses, now petroleum resources 
Face depletion ’fore the century is through. 

And they’re under the assumption that our energy consumption 
Can be met by synthesizing fossil fuels. 

Solar power’s the solution, when considering pollution 
Or someday we might be frying in a cloud of C0 2 

CHORUS 

Breaking free of gravity, moving industry 
Beyond the planet surface into space. 

Lunar mines and factories, Lagrange point colonies 
Total productivity and nothing goes to waste.. 

Solar sailing ships deployed to mine the asteroids 
While Earth becomes a paradise, her ugly scars erased. 

CHORUS 

Throughout the solar system man will spread and requisition 
All the elements of the planets and the moons 
More than just surviving, flourishing and thriving 
Until some future day when once again he faces doom. 

In a thousand years or two, he’ll lament, "Now what to do? 
We’re exhausting our resources and we’re running out of room. 

CHORUS 

CODA: Reach for the stars, they’re not that far. 

Without a doubt, the only way to go from here, 

The only way to go from here, 

The only way to go from here -- is out! 
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Circles 


Words: Gwen Zak Moore 

(verse 5: Ann Cass) 

Music: "Windmills" by Alan Bell 

D G A 

In days gone by, when the world was much younger, 

D G D 

Men wondered at Spring, born of Winter’s cold knife. 

A G D 

Wondering at the games of the moon and the sunlight 

A G D 

They saw there the Lady and Lord of all life. 

CHORUS: Around, and around, and around turns the good earth; 
All things must change as the seasons go by. 

We are the children of the Lord and the Lady 
Whose mysteries we know, yet will never know why. 

In all lands the people were tied with the good earth 
Plowing and sowing, as the seasons declared. 

Waiting to reap of the rich golden harvest, 

Knowing her laugh in the joys that they shared. 

CHORUS 

Through Flanders and Wales and the green lands of Ireland, 

In kingdoms of England and Scotland and Spain; 

Circles grew up all along the wild coastlines, 

And worked for the land, with the sun and the rain. 

CHORUS 

Circles for healing and working the weather, 

Circles for knowing the moon and the sun, 

Circles for thanking the Lord and the Lady, 

Circles for dancing the Dance never done. 

CHORUS 

And we who reach for the stars in the heavens, 

Turning our eyes from the meadows and groves 
Still live in the love of the Lord and the Lady: 

The greater the circle, the more the love grows. 

CHORUS 
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Lord of the Dance 


Words: Anonymous 
Music: Traditional 




live in you if you live in me, and I lead you all in the Dance, said he. 


When she danced on the water and the wind was her horn, 
The Lady laughed and everything was born. 

And when she lit the sun and the light gave him birth 
The Lord of the Dance first appeared on the earth. 



CHORUS: Dance, dance, wherever you may be, 

I am the Lord of the Dance, said he 
I live in you, if you live in me, 

And I lead you all in the dance, said he 

I dance in the circle when the flames leap up high; 

I dance in the fire and I never, ever die. 

I dance in the waves of the bright summer sea, 

For I am the Lord of the waves’ mystery. 

CHORUS / \M 
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I sleep in the kernel and I dance in the rain. 

I dance in the wind and through the waving grain, 

And when you cut me down I care nothing for the pain, 

In the Spring I’m the Lord of the Dance once again. 

CHORUS 

I dance at the Sabbat when you dance out the spell, 

I dance and sing that everyone be well, 

And when the dancing’s over do not think that I am gone - 
To live is to dance, so I dance on and on. 

CHORUS 

The horn of the Lady cast its sound ’cross the plain, 

The birds took the notes and gave them back again, 

Till the sound of her music was a song in the sky, 

And to that song there is one reply. 

CHORUS 

The moon in her phases and the tides of the sea. 

The movement of the earth and the seasons that will be 

Are the rhythm for the dancing and a promise through the years 

That the Dance goes on through our joy and tears. 

CHORUS 

They danced in the darkness and they danced in the night, 

They danced on the earth and everything was light. 

They danced out the darkness and they danced in the dawn 
And the day of that dancing still goes on. 

CHORUS 

I gaze on the heavens and I gaze on the earth, 

And I feel the pain of dying and rebirth, 

And I lift my head in gladness and in praise for the day 
Of the Dance of the Lord and the Lady gay. 

CHORUS 


(May also be sung to "Simple Giftf) 


(This song has existed as a Christian hymn, sung to'Simpie Giftf, for many years. The current version wa 
pparently created a verse at a time by many people, and has no definite authors. The current music an Ap 

fet?edZe S ) aPe ' n0,e hym "’ ^ in ' r0dUCed by lenny Peck >^m-Vamant and immediately became the pre 
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The Hunt Is Up 


Words and Music: Robert A. Cook 


n A Rm 



o - ver the wes - tern hills the sun - light her - aids the break of day. 


Come over the hills and rills and breaks a-flash in the dewy morn. 

Behind the hounds as they echo back the call of the hunting horn; 

The quarry, fleet of foot, before us runs its merry way, ) 

As over the western hills the sunlight heralds the break of day. / I 

The quarry into the wood has fled, the hounds are close behind ^ 

As we, who ride to the hunt, pursue, the quarry there to find. j 

But half the hounds have turned and fled; the rest we never saw, / ( 

And the Lord of the Hunt has disappeared down into a hungry maw. / V 

A tentacle sweeps from overhead and catches us off our guard; 

The bushes gnaw at our horses’ legs and spiders press us hard. ^ 

The Duke of Phylon’s up a tree with ten-legged things below 1 

And Monty cries from a winged clutch as over the hills they go. 

The few of us still left undevoured cling fast to our trees and pray; 

The day grows short and we’ve heard the bad ones come with the end/of day] 
The quarry sits upon a stump and giggles its belly sore \ ( 

At all of the fools who came to hunt in the fields of Rigel 4. / 
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Gilda and the Dragon 

Words and Music: Cynthia McQuillin 




i 




Sir Loren undertook a quest, the maiden Gilda seeking. 

He found her in a dragon’s bed from ’neath the covers peeking. 

"What seek you here. Sir Loren dear?" the dragon asked with guile. 

The noble knight could not but note the dragon’s sated smile. 

"Why smilest thou, Lord Dragon, sir?" asked our hero in armor laden. 
"Why, you’d smile too," the worm replied, "if you’d just eaten a maiden." 

"Such candor," this young lordling cried, "must touch upon dishonor!" 

The dragon grinned his lecherous grin, and once more was upon her. 
"Cease and desist!" Sir Loren cried, his fine steel blade a’flashin’. 

"Oh slay him not!" young Gilda cried, her voice a play of passipn. 

"Was ever a maid so tried as I betwixt desire and honor? 

I should demand you slay the beast, but he stirs in me such ardor." 

"Fie, fie!" Sir Loren cried to her. "What foolishness is thi??" 

Would you deny your lord and land all for a dragon’s kiss?" 

Intently he did search her face, then frowned in deep dismay 
As she shed a tear for honor’s sake, and then sent him away. 

"Why smilest thou, Lord Dragon, sir?" asked our hero in armor laden. 
"Why, you’d smile too," the worm replied, "if you’d just eaten a maiden." 
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A Midsummer’s Song 

Words: Poul Anderson 

Music: Banks and Brays o’ Bonnie Scotland, adapted by H. J. J. Hewitt 
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In silver blue the dew lies bright, 

The Midsummer night is a-brim with light. 

Come take each other by the hand, 

For music has wakened all over the land. 

CHORUS: Go gladly up and gladly down, 

The dancing flies outward like laughter; 
From blossom field and mountain crown, 
Rejoice in the joy that comes after. 

The music sparkles fleet and sweet 
She sways there before him on eager feet; 

So lithe and blithe and garlanded 

With roses and starshine around her dear head. 

CHORUS 

He spurns the turf where once he paced. 

His arm throws a glowing around her waist 

And whirled across the world, she sees 

Him light as the wind and more tall than the trees. 

CHORUS 

The peaks grow gold, the east grows white, 

A breeze pipes the end of the summer night, 

And wide across a wide-spread land 

The dancers turn homeward with hand laid in hand. 

CHORUS 
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Stand Up For Odin 
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Words: Robert Cook 
Music: "Stand Up For Jesus" 



high the ra - ven ban - ner that half the world has feared. From 



Stand up! Stand up for Odin, you warriors of the beard. 

Lift high the Raven banner that half the world has feared. 
From Angleland to far Vinland shall sound the warrior’s cry, 
Til every foe is vanquished and Odin reigns most high! 

March forth with steel flashing beneath the naked sun 
And never stand at rest again ’til all the world is won! 

Let scarlet sword his symbol carve in every nation’s sod 
Til every man still breathing stands up for Odingod! 

Let ships with prows of dragons the mighty oceans cleave 
And every land not Odin's our crimson gift receive. 

Let Raven banners fill the sky wherever man has trod 
And all the soil beneath them belong to Odingod! 

Stand up! Stand up for Odin you warriors of the North! 

With silver swords a-flashing to victory go forth. 

From Angleland to far Vinland our joyous conquest lead 
Til every foe is vanquished and Odin’s Lord, indeed! 
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Raven Banner 


Words: Debra Doyle 
Music: Melissa Williamson 
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king of the I - rish blocks our way. We must to bat - tie go. 


Sigurd, the jarl of the Orkney Isles, has called to his banner a viking band, 

And sailed to Dublin to make himself King of the Irish land. 

But crowns are never so quickly won, the Norns, they well know - 
The king of the Irish blocks our way. We must to battle go. 

The raven banner of the Orkney jarl brings luck in battle, but its bearer dies. 

Two men have fallen ’neath its wings today, but still the raven flies. 

The jarl tells a third to take it up. The third man answers no. 

"The devil’s your own, take it up yourself, and back to battle go." 

"’Tis fitting the beggar should bear the bag," replies the jarl, "And I’ll do so here." 
He fought with the banner tied around his waist and fell to an Irish spear. 

He died and the Irish broke our line. We had no chance but flight. 

But I’m not hurried - it’s a long way home; I won’t get there tonight. 

The Norns have woven a bloody web, tapestry woven of guts and bone, 

And parcelled it out to the Orkney host - our day in Ireland’s done. 

The grey wolf howls and the ravens soar above the arrow’s flight, 

And Odin is waiting beyond the fray for some of us tonight. 












































Burden of the Crown 
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Words and Music: Derek Foster 
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The battlefield is silent, the shadows growing long. 

Though I may view the sunset, I’ll not live to see the dawn. 
The trees have ceased to rustle, the birds no longer sing. 

All nature seems to wonder at the passing of a King. 

And now you stand before me, your father’s flesh and blood. 
Begotten of my sinews on the woman that I loved. 

So difficult the birthing, thy mother died that day, 

And now you stand before me, to bear my crown away. 

The hour is fast aproaching when you come into your own, 
When you take the ring and sceptre and sit upon the throne. 
Before that fatal hour, when we each must meet our fate, 

Pray, gaze upon the royal crown, and marvel at its weight. 

This cap of burnished metal is the symbol of a land, 

Supporting all we cherish, the dreams for which we stand. 

The weight, you’ll find, is nothing, if you hold it in your palm. 
The burden of the Crown begins the day you put it on. 

See how the jewels sparkle, as you gaze on it again. 

Each facet is a subject, whose rights you must defend. 

Every point of light a burden you must shoulder with your own. 
And mighty is the burden of the man upon the throne. 

The day is nearly ended, my limbs are growing cold. 

I feel the angels waiting to receive my passing soul. 

Keep well for me my kingdom when my memory is dead. 

And forgive me for the burden I place upon your head. 
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Words: Rudyard Kipling 
Music: Leslie Fish 



Ay, they were strong the figjit was long but I paid as good as I got. I paid as good as I got. 


The Knight came home from the quest; muddied and sore he came; 
Battered of shield and crest, bannerless, bruised and lame. 

Fighting we take no shame. Better is man for a fall. 

Merrily borne, the bugle-horn answered the warder’s call. 

CHORUS: Here is my lance to mend - (Haro!) 

Here is-my horse to be shot. 

Ay, they were strong; the fight was long, 

But I paid as good as I got. I paid as good as I got! 
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Oh, dark and deep was their van, that mocked my battle-cry 
I could not miss my man, but I could not carry by. 

Utterly whelmed was I; flung under horse and all. 

Merrily borne, the bugle-horn answered the warder’s call. 

CHORUS 

My wounds are noised abroad; but theirs my foeman cloaked. 
You see my broken sword — but never the blade she broke 
Trading them stroke for stroke. Good handsel over all; 
Merrily borne, the bugle-horn answered the warder’s call. 

CHORUS 

My shame ye count and know, ye say my quest was vain. 

But ye have not seen my foe; ye have not counted his slain. 
Surely he fights again, again; but when you prove his line 
There will come to your aid my broken blade 
In this last, lost fight of mine. 

CHORUS 
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Reward of Virtue 


Words: L. Sprague de Camp 
Music: George Paczolt 




sue - cored the weak and he fought for 



the right, But 



cher - ished one goal that he nev - er could sight. He 



Sir Gilbert de Vere was a virtuous knight; 

He succored the weak and he fought for the right, 
But cherished a goal that he never could sight: 

He wanted a dragon to fight. 

He prayed all the night and he prayed all the day 
That God would provide him a dragon to slay. 

And God heard his prayers and considered a way 
To furnish Sir Gilbert his prey. 

And so, to comply with Sir Gilbert’s demand, 

But having no genuine dragons to hand, 

God whisked him away to an earlier land 
With destrier, armor, and brand. 
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And in the Cretaceous, Sir Gilbert de Vere 
Discovered a fifty foot carnosaur near. 

He dug in his spurs and he leveled his spear, 

And charged without flicker of fear. 

The point struck a rib, and the lance broke in twain; 
The knight clapped a hand to his hilt, but in vain: 
The dinosaur swallowed that valorous thane, 

And gallant Sir Gilbert was slain. 

The iron apparel he wore for his ride. 

However, was rough on the reptile’s inside. 

That dinosaur presently lay down and died, 

And honor was thus satisfied. 

But Gilbert no longer was present to care. 

So hesitate God to disturb with your prayer - 
He might grant your wishes, but then how you fare 
Is your, and no other’s affair! 

Lyrics ° 1970 by Mercury Press, used by permission of author. 
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Song of the Men’s Side 


Words: Rudyard Kipling 
Music: Leslie Fish 
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Room for his sha - dow on the grass; let it pass; To 


Left and Right stand clear! 
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This is the buy - er of the Blade; be a - fraid. This is the great god Tyr! 


Once we feared the Beast; when he followed us we ran; 
Ran very fast though we knew 

That it was not right that the Beast should master man, 
But what could we flint-workers do? 

The Beast only grinned at our spears ’round his ears, 
Grinned at the hammers that we made; 

But now we will hunt him for the life with the Knife 
And this is the Buyer of the Blade. 

Room for his shadow on the grass; let it pass; 

To the left and right stand clear; 

This is the Buyer of the Blade - be afraid! 

This is the Great God Tyr! 
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Tyr thought hard til he hammered out a plan, 

For he knew that it was not right 

(And it is not right!) that the Beast should master Man 

So he went to the Children of the Night. ' 

He begged a magic Knife of their make for our sake 
When he begged for the knife they said: 

"The price of the knife you would buy is an eye." 

And that is the price he paid. 

Tell it to the barrows of the Dead - run ahead 
Shout it so the Women’s side can hear: 

This is the Buyer of the Blade — be afraid! 

This is the Great God Tyr! 

Our women and the little ones may walk on the chalk 
As far as we can see them and beyond 
We shall not be anxious for our sheep when we keep 
Tally at the shearing-pond. 

We can eat with both our elbows on our knees if we please, 
We can sleep after meals in the sun; 

For Shepherd-of-the-Twilight is dismayed at the Blade 
Feet-in-the-Night have run! 

Room for his shadow on the grass, let it pass 
To left and right stand clear. 

This is the Buyer of the Blade - be afraid! 

This is the Great God Tyr! 

Tell it to the barrows of the Dead ~ run ahead 
Shout it so the Women’s side can hear: 

This is the Buyer of the Blade -- be afraid! 

This is the Great God Tyr! 

Lyrics ® 1910 by Rudyard Kipling. Used by permission of The National Trust. 
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Deryni Spell Song 


Words and Music: Suellen Plonski 
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I say it now, it is so hard To watch him off to war 


When by Marluk’s evil spell 
King Brion was brought down, 

Morgan it was sent him to hell - 
Magic gave Brion his crown. 

CHORUS: Saint Camber, watch my bonnie Lord, 
Deryni Magic, be his guard. 

I say it now, it is so hard 
To watch him off to war. 

Kelson and Morgan did stand 
Against Charissa fair; 

Queen Jehana did show her hand 
In the circled magic there. 

CHORUS 

"Deryni," Warin made the claim, 

"Are of the Devil born." 

And so it was by sword or flame 
To kill Morgan he had sworn. 

"Healing is a gift of God," he felt, 

"Magic to Satan is sealed." 

His mind was changed whn wound he dealt 
By Morgan’s magic it was healed. 
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Kelson, Morgan, and McLain, 

And Bishop Ar’lan good, 

Together they did prove the bane 
When ’gainst Torenth’s king they stood. 

CHORUS 

"Dearest Lord," Richenda prays, 

"Let him come safe to me, 

For e’en if he Bran Coris slays, 

Dearer still’s Morgan to me." 

FINAL CHORUS: 

Saint Camber, watch my bonnie Lord, 
Deryni magic, be his guard. 

The watchfires burn, my heart beats strong, 
My Morgan’s home from war - 
My Morgan’s home from war! 
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Judith’s Song 


Words and Music: Linda von Braskat-Crowe 



High on the mountain the Ki - riseth blooms; the ghost wind blows my way. And 



High on the mountain the Kireseth blooms; the ghostwind blows my way, 
And I must go and meet you there, for here I cannot stay. 

No, here I cannot stay. 

As four moons gather in the sky and Red Sun warms by day 
The smiling madness comes on me, and I must go away, 

For now I dare not stay. 

The wind blows through my empty shell, a perfume warm and strange. 

It opens me - and keeps me still, and I know I must change, 

Oh, yes, now I must change. 

Out from the golden shimmering cloud, oh shining one you came. 

Too bright, too strange and beautiful, and I’ll ne'er be the same. 

No, I’ll ne’er be the same. 

With eyes that pierce me to the soul and voice to sweet to bear, 

You beckon me along the trail, that leads I know not where, 

I go and do not care. 

I am a woman made of flowers, I am the Golden Bell. 

A rainbow prism in the sky to a speck of dust I fell, 

A feeling none can tell. 

The clouds now gather over my head, the fog begins to rise. 

The flowers close, the wind is stilled, and so the madness dies, 

For now, the madness dies. 
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Rowan Tree 
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Words and Music: Cynthia McQuillin 





I know well what time will tell, In - scribed up - on my doom. 


Of all the trees that blossom beneath the sacred sun, 

The fairest is the rowan tree, who wears a snow white crown. 

The fairest is the rowan tree that sang me to my rest 
With secret signs of power bare upon her breast. 

By the rising of the sun. 

The silver of the moon. 

I know well what time will tell 
Inscribed upon my doom. 

For once beneath the rowan I took a sacred vow. 

My life to serve the Lady’s will. Her crescent graced my brow. 

I died beneath the rowan tree defending what I held; 

The faith of those who followed me. Their faith was never felled. 

By the rising of the sun. 

The silver of the moon. 

I know well what time will tell 
Inscribed upon my doom. 
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140 A Piet’s Song 


Words: Rudyard Kipling 

Music: Leslie Fish and Mary Frohman 



Rome nev-er looks where she treads ; 
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singing, "We are the Little Folk, we. Too lit-tle to love or to hate. But 
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leave 
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How we can drag down the State. 


Rome never looks where she treads; always her heavy hoofs fall - 
On our stomachs, our hearts, and our heads. And Rome never hears when we bawl. 
Her soldiers pass on, and that’s all. We gather behind them in hordes 
To plot to reconquer the Wall, with only our tongues for our swords, 

Singing: "We are the Little Folk, we. Too little to love or to hate - 
But leave us alone and you’ll see. How we can drag down the State. 

We are the worm in the wood; We are the rot at the root - 
We are the taint in the blood; and we are the thorn in the foot. 

Mistletoe choking an oak; rats gnawing cables in two ~ 

Moths picking holds in a cloak; how they must love what they do! 

Yes, and we Little Folk, too. We are as busy as they ~ 

Working our work out of view; watch, and you’ll see it someday. 

No, indeed, we are not strong, but we know peoples who are — 

Yes and we’ll guide them along; to smash and destroy you in war. 

We shall be slaves just the same; but, we have always been slaves -- 

But you? You will die of the shame. And then we shall dance on your graves! 

Singing: "We are the Little Folk, we. Too little to love or to hate - 

But leave us alone and you’ll see. How we can drag down the State. 
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A Piet’s Song Words: Rudyard Kipling 

Music: Leslie Fish (see note) 



But leave us a - lone and you'll see How we can drag down the State. 


CHORUS: We are the Little Folk - we! 

Too little to love or to hate. 

But leave us alone and you’ll see 
How we can drag down the State! 
We are the worm in the wood! 
We are the rot at the root! 

We are the taint in the blood! 

We are the thorn in the foot! 


Rome never looks where she treads. 
Always her heavy hooves fall, 

On our stomachs, our heart or our heads; 
And Rome never heeds when we bawl. 
Her sentries pass on - that is all, 

And we gather behind them in hordes, 
And plot to reconquer the Wall, 

With only our tongues for our swords. 

CHORUS 

Mistletoe killing an oak - 
Rats gnawing cables in two - 
Moths making holes in a cloak - 
How they must love what they do! 

Yes - and we Little Folk too, 

We are as busy as they - 
Working our works out of view - 
Watch, and you’ll see it some day! 


(This is the version of this song 
performed on the West Coast, 
This is an extreme case of the 
"folk procesf, for not only did the 
tune and the sequence of verses 
change, the entire tone of the 
song shifted. In the Midwest, the 
tone is aggressive, and the song is 
done quite loudly. Here in the 
Bay area, it is done in a low, 
menacing tone, barely above a 
whisper.) 


No indeed! We are not strong, 

But we know Peoples that are. 

Yes, and we’ll guide them along, 

To smash and destroy you in War! 

We shall be slaves just the same? 

Yes, we have always been slaves, 

But you — you will die of the shame, 
And then we shall dance on your graves! 


(Singing..) 

CHORUS 
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Rosie Dawn Day 


Words and Music: Robert A. Cook 



write me a sun-light ser - en -ade with a verse for the morn-ing air, And 



song I'll see in a live oak tree, a song like this ro - sy dawn day. 


Come write me a sunlight song of trees on a mountainside, 

A verse of pine I can sing along with to the tune of the eventide; 
Come write me a sunshine serenade with a verse for the morning air 
And fill each line with the wild grape vine 
and the wind that will carry me there. 



Come write me a song like sunlight, 
A song like the winds, I say; 

A song I’ll see in a live oak tree, 

A song like this rosie-dawn day. 
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Come find me a hero tale of knights and their ladies fair, 

A plot of jousts I can tell again soon by the fire in the troll night air; 

Come find me a dragon comedy that sleeps in the wizard’s lore 

And make it fly through the fairy night sky and mumble at my midnight door. 

Come find me a tale like sunlight, 

A tale like the winds, I say; 

A tale I’ll see in a live oak tree, 

A tale like this rosie-dawn day. 

Come stage me a cherry play of grapes heavy on the vine, 

A scene of plum I can see myself in from the tale of a tangerine wine; 

Come stage me an apple opera with a scene for the mango tree, 

And grow each line on a honeydew vine with a prune for the comedy. 

Come stage me a play like sunlight 
A play like the winds, I say; 

A play I’ll see in a live oak tree, 

A play like this rosie-dawn day. 

Come do me a song like sunlight, 

A tale like the winds, I say; 

A play I’ll see in a live oak tree, 

A song like this rosie-dawn day. 
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Woman of the Andes 


Words and music: David Geller 



I lay burned out on the door - step of a leg - end, Wond-ering 



jas - par blad - ed knife she beck - oned me. 


I lay burned out on the doorstep of a legend 
Wondering how to get to where I need to be, 

When a woman came to help me on my errand 
With a jasper-bladed knife she beckoned me. 

"My heart it is a furnace of obsidian 
My cratered temple hides my fires well 
Where the moss-green steps of dark initiation 
Lead you down into the smoking mirror’s spell." 

Where the wind sneaks through the ruins of the Andes 
Lies the stony place I used to call my soul 
And a turquoise-crusted silver death’s head treasure 
Holds me prisoner there with other wealth untold. 

I had neither map nor guide to cross the mountains 
But the woman swore that she would steer me on. 

I could follow in her footsteps to my glory 
Or lose myself forever in her song. 

Now, the ancient well of maidens has no bottom 
In its onyx waters you will surely drown. 

If you try to swim you’ll only come up thirsty 
And the twining flower-nets will pull you down. 

I could not be sure that I had found the temple 
With its worn-out hollow climb towards long ago. 

For the chamber held no light but only whispers 
And she said it was the only home she’d known. 
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I said, ’’You brought me here to find a treasure 
To stumble through this place in search of gold." 

She said, "The joke’s on you; there’s no more plunder. 
The gods have fled, the tropics have gone cold. 

At the bottom of that well there lies my secret. 

You can join me there or you can stand alone." 

I said, "I think I’ll pass, for I’m suspicious 
That the life that I’m to trade must be my own. 

When a stranger offers chains they may be golden, 

When a stranger offers cups they may be wood, 

But when a stranger offers treasure and salvation, 

It is rarely for another stranger’s good." 

Well, the woman turned to smoke and then she vanished. 
The well it overflowed its crumbling banks. 

I slipped the jasper knife into my pocket. 

When you don’t look back, you always can give thanks. 
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Child of Darkness 


Words and Music: Cynthia McQuillin 
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ren - der to the night time call, 
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Which one will fall? 



Night hun-ter, star runner, lost to the land of sun. Night falling dark calling. Alone in the nigfrt you run. 







Child of darkness fears the sun. 

When shadows fall then he must run. 

He must surrender to the nighttime call. 

But the hunt is up. Which one will fall? 

CHORUS: Night hunter, star runner, 

Lost to the land of sun. 

Night falling, the dark calling; 

Alone in the night you run. 

But once he walked there with a human soul. 
And once our love was strong and whole. 
Darkness came then and it touched his mind. 
Now his love is the killing kind. 

CHORUS 

Tonight my love will seek my embrace. 

But the moonlight madness has touched his face. 
My love is strong now, but I fear him still, 

For he has come to claim or kill. 

CHORUS 

His eyes glow brightly in the darkened room. 

I hold my courage close as I feel him loom. 
With brightest silver my dagger shines, 

To free my lover’s heart and then free mine. 

CHORUS 

Child of darkness fears the sun. 

When shadows fall then he must run. 

He must surrender to the nighttime call. 

But the hunt is up. Which one will fall? 
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Final Spell 


Words and Music: Derek Foster 



dy-ing rays of a blood-red sun shone bright on a scene from hell: The 



bro-ken har-ness and scat-tered dead of a bat-tie grim and fell. 


The dying rays of a blood-red sun shone bright on a scene from hell: 

The broken harness and scattered dead of a battle grim and fell. 

In a forest glade two figures stood, their countenances proud. 

One was a sorceress of ill will; the other was a man of God. 

The man of God cried to his foe, "Surrender while you may! 

You shall not flee, for by my faith, my sword will bar your way." 

Said the sorceress in a voice of ice, "You bleed from a dozen wounds, 

And it takes no skill of mine to see you’ll be a dead man soon." 

She raised her hands in a burst of fire. The lightnings crashed and groaned. 

The priest stood still and from him flared a magic of his own. 

The two stood locked in a war of will, of sorcery and power, 

Till the man of God felt his blood run cold - he would not live the hour. 

The sorceress’ laugh rang loud and shrill. "Now, priest, prepare to die!" 

But a grim smile played on his ashen lips, for he’d one spell left to try. 

His father’s sword he lifted high. He prayed and made his cast, 

Then bowed his head to the bloody field and breathed his earthly last. 

The sorceress stood in the darkened glade and never spoke a word, 

And the searchers found her clay-cold corpse transfixed by the dead man’s sword! 


The WesiertUk Collection. Volume II 



















148 


The Knight’s Leap: A Legend of Altenahr 


Words: Charles Kingsley 
Music: Leslie Fish 


Am Fm Ai 



Now, the foe-men are burning the gate, men of mine, and the wa-ter is spent and gone? Then 



este to Cologne 'twas never a knight led a mer - ri - er life than mine. 


Now, the foemen are burning the gate, men of mine, 
And the water is spent and gone? 

Then bring me a cup of the red Ahr-wine, 

I’ll never drink but the one. 

And bring my harness, and saddle my horse, 

And lead him ’round by the door; 

He must take such a leap tonight, perforce, 

As a horse never took before. 

CHORUS: I have fought my fight, I’ve lived my life, 

I have drunk my share of wine; 

From Trieste to Cologne ’twas never a knight 
Led a merrier life than mine! 
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Well, I’ve lived in the saddle for twoscore years, 

And if I must die on a tree 

This old saddle-bow that bore me of yore 

Is the only timber for me. 

Now, to show to Bishop, to Burgher, to Priest 
How the Altenahr hawk can die, 

If they smoke the old falcon out of his nest 
He will take to his wings and fly! 

CHORUS 

So he harnessed himself in the pale moonlight 
And he mounted his horse at the door 
And he drained such a cup of the red Ahr-wine 
As a man never drank before. 

Then he spurred his old war-horse, held him tight 
And leaped him over the wall 
Out over the cliff, out into the night 
Three hundred feet to fall! 

CHORUS 

He was found next morning in the glen below 
With not one bone left whole: 

Say a prayer in passing good soldiers all 
For such a bold rider’s soul! 


CHORUS 
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Queen of Air and Darkness 


Words: Poul Anderson 
Music: Penelope A. Tredray 



dance weaves un - der the fi - re thorn. 


(low) It was the ranger Arvid rode homeward through the hills 
Among the shadowy shiverleafs, along the chiming hills. 

The dance weaves under the firethorn. 

(low) The night wind whispered around him with scent of brok and rue. 
Both moons rose high above him and hills aflash with dew. 

The dance weaves under the firethorn. 

(high) And dreaming of that woman who waited in the sun, 

He stopped, amazed by starlight, and so he was undone. 

The dance weaves under the firethorn. 
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(low) For there beneath a barrow that bulked athwart a moon, 

The Outling folk were dancing in glass and golden shoon. 

(high) The Outling folk were dancing like water, wind and fire 
To frosty-ringing harpstrings, and never did they tire. 

The dance weaves under the firethorn. 

(low) To Arvid came she striding from where she watched the dance, 
The Queen of Air and Darkness, with starlight in her glance. 

(high) With starlight, love and terror in her immortal eye, 

The Queen of Air and Darkness cried softly under sky: 

(low) "Light down, you ranger Arvid, and join the Outling folk. 

You need no more be human, which is a heavy yoke." 

The dance weaves under the firethorn. 

(low) He dared to give her answer: "I may do naught but run. 

A maiden waits me, dreaming in lands beneath the sun. 

(high) And likewise wait me comrades and tasks I would not shirk. 

For what is ranger Arvid if he lays down his work? 

(low) So wreak your spell, you Outling, and cast your wrath on me. 
Though maybe you can slay me, you’ll not make me unfree." 

The dance weaves under the firethorn. 

(low) The Queen of Air and Darkness stood wrapped about with fear 
And northlight-flares and beauty. He dared not look too near. 

(high) Until she laughed like harpsong and said to him in scorn 
I do not need a magic to make you always mourn. 

(low) I send you home with nothing except your memory 

Of moonlight, Outling music, night breezes, dew and me. 

(high) And that will run behind you, a shadow on the sun, 

And that will lie beside you when every day is done." 

(low) In work and play and friendship your grief will strike you dumb 
For thinking what you are — and — what you might have become. 

(high) Your dull and foolish woman treat kindly as you can. 

Go home now, ranger Arvid, set free to be a man!" 

The dance weaves under the firethorn. 

(low) In flickering and laughter the Outling folk were gone. 

He stood alone by moonlight and wept until the dawn. 

The dance weaves under the firethorn. 
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Sail for Amber 


Words and Music: Jordin Kare 


CHORUS: G 



sail for Am - ber on a ship through Sha - dow hurled. 

VERSE: c G Am G 
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We are the men who sail for Am - ber. Let our 
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Wait - ing be - hind us, To the ends of the end - less sea. 
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We sail for Amber, on the seas beyond the world. 

Set sail for Amber, on a ship through Shadow hurled! 
Kolvir behind us, Cabra passing a-lee, 

Shadow before us, to the ends of the endless sea. 

We are the men who sail for Amber, 

Let our wives and lovers tell, 

For when the call goes out that we leave at the dawning 
They are bid but a brief farewell. 

Then we lift our anchor, and slip from the harbor 
On our journey now begun, 

And the Unicorn flag flies from our masthead, 

Proud in the morning sun! 

CHORUS: We sail for Amber, on the seas beyond the world. 

Set sail for Amber, on a ship through Shadow hurled! 

All hands climb high as we spread our wings, 

White sail o’er violet seas, 

And our helmsman steers by the blood of princes 
As we drift on a Shadow’s breeze. 

But it’s watch on watch when the storm clouds gather 
And the thunder fills the sky. 

Before the gales that roar from reality’s rim 
Down the world-shifting winds we fly! 

CHORUS 

'Til at last we spy, on the shifting horizon, 

Some strange and foreign land, 

And the wreck of war, or a virgin forest, 

Or the towers of a city grand. 

Then it’s gold for grain, red wine for rubies; 

Barter, buy, and sell, 

'Til our holds stand full and the salt sea calls us 
With a cry that we know full well. 

(no chorus - next 4 lines repeat second half of tune) 

So from port to port we wander Shadow, 

Steered by our captain’s will, 

And a hundred legends behind us gather 
Of a ghost ship wandering still. 

CHORUS 
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Though tomorrow’s voyages call to our souls. 

And will not be long denied, 

Yet tonight our sails seek home and haven — 

And our hulls a familiar tide. 

So we steer for the center of the Universe, laden 
With the wealth of a thousand lands, 

To the hurricane’s core, where, calm in Chaos, 

Amber forever stands! 

CHORUS 

And at last, when Kolvir clears the horizon. 

Comes our lookout’s joyful cry, 

And the gulls of the harbor rise in greeting - 
Gray wings in an evening sky. 

And we pledge our lives, as we moor ’neath the mountain. 

Here at the heart of all, 

While we’ve water and wind, sail and searoom. 

Amber shall never fall! 

We sail for Amber, on the seas beyond the world. 

Set sail for Amber, on a ship through shadow hurled! 
Kolvir before us, Cabra to windward be, 

Shadow behind us - always behind us — waiting behind us 
To the ends of the endless sea! 
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Words: Robert A. Cook 
Music: "Windmills" ("Circles") 

D G A 

In the ages to come when the world is much wiser, 

D G D 

All throats will have only voices that please; 

^ A G D 

Then no one need shoulder the burden of shame that 

A G D 

They commit and eiyoy vocal horrors like these. 

CHORUS: And around, and around, and around goes the filk sing; 
All things get sung, whether written or wrong. 

We are the children of the Lady named Eris, 

Whose mystery you’ll know as you list’ to our song. 

In the dark and dank corners the filk addicts gather; 

Eyes wild and tongues loose they chortle with glee. 

Then croon, howl and babble like a drunk choir of banshees 
While dogs, cats, hotel clerks and sopranos all flee. 

CHORUS 

Through East cons and West cons and the wastelands of Marcon, 

In the cellars of NASA, Blue Cross and U.C., 

Obloids of the genus "Vocalis Disruptis" 

Appeared like a virus and spread like the sea. 

CHORUS 

Obloids for keeping your enemies distant; 

Obloids for clogging the mezzanine halls; 

Obloids for stealing new songs for your filk book; 

Obloids for singing the paint off the walls. 

CHORUS 

And we who must reach for the notes in the next key, 

Turning our backs on all shame and dismay; 

Thrive in the aura that our voices provide us: 

For some reason most people won’t come our way. 

CHORUS 
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The Designer 

Words and Music: Jordin Kare 



what can be done on a ra-di - al drill, a tur-ret lathe or a ver-tical mill, But a- 



bove all things, a knack he had, of driv-ing ma - chinists com - plete - ly mad! 



shouted in glee,"Sue - cess at last! I've designed a part that can't e-ven be cast!" 


The Designer sat at his drafting board. 

A wealth of facts in his head was stored, 

Like what can be done on a radial drill, 

A turret lathe or a vertical mill, 

But above all things a knack he had 
Of driving machinists completely mad. 

So he mused as he thoughtfully scratched his bean, 
"Just how can I make this thing hard to machine? 
If I make this body perfectly straight 
The job would surely come out first rate, 

But that would be easy to cut and bore. 

It never would make a machinist sore. 

"So I’ll throw in a compound angle there, 

And a couple of tapers to make them swear. 

Now brass would do for this little gear, 

But that’s too easy to carve, I fear. 

So just to make a machinist squeal 

I’ll have him machine it from tungsten steel. 
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"And I’ll put the holes that hold the cap 
Down underneath, where they can’t be tapped. 
Now if they can make it they’ll do it by luck, 
'Cause it can’t be held with a dog or a chuck, 
And it can’t be drilled, nor planed, nor ground, 
So 1 think my design is completely sound." 

The designer sat back. His plan he surveyed: 
The screwiest thing he had ever made. 

He signed his name with a line so thin, 

Then put down his pencil and started to grin. 
He shouted in glee, "Success at last! 

I’ve designed a part that can’t even be cast!" 
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Energy Song 


Words and Music: Louise Foster 
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"Look at the nuc - le - ar hazards," they say, "Nuc-le-ar pow - er can - not be the way!" Al- 
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though they're not ex-perts they're smarter than I; Would news-pa - pers print it if it were a lie? 
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, help! Help! Help! Help! The en - er - gy blues are af - ter me; 
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Help! Help! Help! Help! \ihere will I get my 


en - er 


gy; 


Look at the headlines, woe is me; 

Where will I get my energy? 

"Look at the nuclear hazards," they say, 

"Nuclear power cannot be the way!" 

Although they’re not experts, they’re smarter than I; 
Would newspapers print it if it were a lie? 

CHORUS: Oh, help! Help! Help! Help! 

The energy blues are after me; 

Help! Help! Help! He-elp; 

Where will I get my energy? 
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Turn to the sun for your power, my man, 

The new bonus package includes a free tan. 

But panels get covered with snow, soot, and ash; 

I climbed up to clean them and fell with a crash! 

Both legs were broken and now I'm in bed; 

I think Til try some other power instead. 

CHORUS 

I took advice from every side 

To harness the wind and the flow of the tide; 

But when we were finished with building our mill, 

The structure collapsed and my daughter was killed! 
Then I tried tidal, but woe is me, 

It only works if you live next to the sea! 

CHORUS 

Our split-level house once included a view, 

Till a coal-fired power plant cooked up a stew; 

I don’t really mind ’cause the energy’s cheap. 

Though the smell and the soot really make us all weep; 
But my infant son started coughing and choking. 

And the doctors inquired how long he’d been smoking! 

CHORUS 

Come into my cave, it’s comfy and warm, 

The fire at the door keeps my family from harm; 

A handy thing, fire, it warms up our nights, 

Plus cooking our food and providing our light. 

But Mother went out to fetch some more fuel, 

And a sabre-toothed tiger swallowed her whole! 

i 

CHORUS 
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Ecology 

Words and Music: Cynthia McQuillin 
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Save a tree and eat a beaver, that was what the bumper sticker said, 
So I went out looking for a beaver to eat. 

I met a forest ranger who said they were endangered 
And the worst of it is, I don’t even like meat. 

CHORUS: Ecology, Eco-ology, whatever will become of me? 

Split wood and not the atom was what another sticker said, 

I decided with sadness that logic had ceased. 

Since the beavers are endangered I guess it’s not so strange that 
Nobody gives a damn any more for the trees. 

CHORUS 

Nuke the whales, not the commies, and other crazy things like this, 

I guess is what the next bumper stickers will say. 

My sanity’s endangered, I guess it’s not so strange that 
Nobody gives a damn any more for poor me. 
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Disorderly Conduct: Two Views of Entropy 


n. g ^ . n _ a 



Gibbs said of en - tro - py, the en - er - gy is free. 

Words and music: Clif Flynt and Bill Roper 

Physicists say entropy is random disarray. 

It’s little bits of entropy that light up every day. 

Entropy for everyone, entropy for me 

For as Gibbs says of entropy, the energy is free. 

Fans create pure entropy whenever they’re around. 

They’re the biggest source of entropy that man has ever found. 

Whenever fans are gathered at a party or a con 
If there’s no increase in entropy there’s nothing going on. 

Entropy can be defined as signal over noise. 

As the entropy increases then the message is destroyed. 

Entropy is wonderful, entropy is grand, 

But I think that all this entropu IS getttig 

ov 

hand! 

Words: Elizabeth Kistler 
Music: "Yesterday" by the Beatles 

Entropy: 

All my housework goes to entropy, 

And it dissipates my energy. 

Oh, dustballs prove there’s entropy. 

Why things scatter so, I don’t know; systems decay. 
I’ve worked all day long, and it’s worse than yesterday. 

Entropy: 

I’m sure I can’t get lunch for free. 

Heat death will be the death of me. 

My livingroom starts entropy. 
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Swamp Gas 


Words and Music: Leslie Fish 



looked like a soup-bowl flying up-slde down, and a hundred people must've seen It cross our town. But of 



They said It was Swamp gas. . . swamp gas. . . swamp gas. . . 



I was walkin’ my watchman’s rounds one night 
When up in the sky I saw this flaming light. 

It looked like a soup-bowl flyin’ upside-down, 

And a hundred people must’ve seen it cross our town, 

But of all the folks questioned by the local fuzz 
Not one of them would call it what they knew it was... 

They said it was: 

CHORUS: Swamp gas .. . swamp gas .. . swamp gas . . . swamp gas . . . 
Swamp gas, oh yeah, but I know what I’ve seen. 

I saw the thing settle in an open yard. 

It was glowing and shiny, kinda sleek and hard. 

I looked it over closely so I wouldn’t forget, 

And I’m sure it was nothing that this world’s made yet. 

I woke up all the neighbors, made ’em look and see, 

And as soon as they could talk again, they said to me: 

"You know, that’s just... 

CHORUS 
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Then out of the saucer came this little green guy, 

And he asked us for some water, ’cause his tanks had gone dry. 
He lifted up a building roof, looked in, and said: "Aak!" 

Then he saw that we were worried, so he put it back. 

He thanked us for the water, got in, and took off, 

And behind me, I heard someone discreetly cough, 

"You know that was. . . 

CHORUS 

So I called up the cops and tried to explain, 

And while they called the Air Force, they called me insane. 

I hauled in fifty people who had seen it too, 

So they shut up fast and let the experts through. 

But the answer from the experts raised a lot of smiles, 

’Cause there’s no swamp nearer than three hundred miles. 

But they called it. . . 

CHORUS 

So I went back to the cops and I said it was a crime 
That the government should lie so much of the time. 

I guess a lot of people must’ve thought so too, 

’Cause just then a bomb down in the basement blew. 

And as half of the station up and flew away, 

I could swear that I heard someone below me say, 

"You know, this is . . . 

CHORUS 

Now the flying building took its time in coming down, 

And it scattered bits and pieces over half of our town. 

And I’m here only ’cause a tall pine tree 
And its big soft branches made a net for me. 

Way up there in the branches I could sway and swing, 

And the people walking past didn’t see a thing. 

They said I was. . . 

CHORUS 

Now, why do they try to tell you that tale, 

And tell you to believe it or go to jail? 

Or worse, they’ll send you packing to the funny farm. 

Oh, government lying does a lot of harm; 

’Cause if they can tell you lies about what happens next door, 
Don’t you know that when you ask about the latest war, 

They’ll tell you it’s. . . 

CHORUS 
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’68 Chevelle 


Words: Robert A. Cook 
Music: "Plastic Jesus" 





(One of the side effects of living in Berkeley is an exposure to all sorts of well, unusual political views. 
The '68 Chevelle may well be parked in a garage off Telegraph Avenue to this day. The tune here is not 
quite the original Plastic Jesus, a.k.a. Marcon Ballroom, so we've written it out.) 
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I’ll never need no Red Book now, long as I got my Chairman Mao 
Glued to the dashboard of my ’68 Chevelle! 

Let the Capitalists get nearer, I gotta Trotsky on my mirror 
So I know that things will all be well. 

I gotta Castro on the back shelf and his head goes up and down; 

I got Friedrich Engels stickers on the windows all around. 

I’ll never need no Red Book now, long as I got my Chairman Mao 
Glued to the dashboard of my car. 

Down the road I go in style, laughing, cheering all the while 
To the stirring speeches on my PRC cassette. 

I don’t care if I’m dumb and lazy; Lenin may have been been downright crazy. 
But I won’t desert him on a bet. 

I got Bourgeoise skin upholstery on the seats both back and fore, 

With a hammer/sickle pattern on the carpet on the floor. 

I’ll never need no Red Book now, long as I got my Chairman Mao 
Glued to the dashboard of my car. 

I have got me a revolution out on the wheels in execution 
As my Stalin radials, around and round they go. 

All my comrades join with gusto a sing-a-long of the Manifesto, 

Humming through the parts we do not know. 

Well, we’ve got all our theory solid after days of heated talk; 

If they don’t do what I tell ’em, then they all get out and walk. 

I’ll never need no Red Book now, long as I got my Chairman Mao 
Glued to the dashboard of my car. 

Che Guevara smiles his blessing down from the scarlet window dressing 
Hanging round the inside of my ’68 Chevelle. 

Ho Chi Minh on the stickshift graces all of my comrades’ shining faces 
As we journey onwards in our cell. 

We’ve got every comfort possible that communists abide 
In our little traveling Moscow, and we call her "Pravda’s Pride". 

The capitalists are green with envy there in their last year’s Caddies when we 
Peel out and leave them there a-coughing in our swell. 

I don’t gotta be decent now, long as I got my Chairman Mao 
Glued to the dashboard of my ’68 Chevelle. 
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Beware of the Sentient Chili 


Words and Music: Chris Weber 


n_ Dm _ _ _C_ Am Dm 

j)ij-Jir rnr r r i r rH* r r i r J - M 4M 


Be-ware of the sen - ti - ent chi - li 


Which bur - bles a 


on vour stoves 



At night when you're coraf'rtably sleeping, And lie un - a - ware in your bed, 



The veg-'ta-bles plan in - sur - rec - tion. The lettuce are seek-ing new heads. 


Beware of the sentient chili 
Which burbles away on your stoves. 

The peppers are silently plotting 
With legumes, tomatoes, and cloves. 

At night when you’re comf’rtably sleeping 
And lie unaware in your beds 
The vegetables plan insurrection. 

The lettuce are seeking new heads. 

It may start with slight indigestion 
From underdone turnip cake crumbs. 

Frustration in several world leaders, 

Whose rice seems to stick to their gums. 

In kitchens across every nation 
The tiniest things will go wrong. 

The plot of the sentient chili 

Strikes Moscow and Rome and Hong Kong. 
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The casserole, spinach, and cheesecake 
Lend quiet support to the scheme. 

The nerves of a planet are stretched thin, 
While tempers start slowly to steam. 

Still none see the grand machinations 
Now tilting world balance awry. 

The stage set for final disaster 
The chili sits back with a sigh. 

Then one day the conflict is started 
By gen’rals whose lunches were odd. 

The mushrooms rejoice as their brothers 
Stalk city to city like God. 

When dust and all clamor are settled. 
There’s not a soul left from the fray. 
The sentient chili just chuckles 
And happily simmers away. 
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You Bash the Balrog 


Words: Lee Gold 
Music: "Waltzing Matilda" 


Once a jolly cleric, and a magic-using Elf 

And a mighty Dwarf with a sword plus three 

Left their native village, out to get their share of pelf. 

You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 

CHORUS: You bash the Balrog, you bash the Balrog, 

You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 

Left their native village, out to get their share of pelf. 

You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 

First they met a Goblin, with a fire-breathing Hound. 

They bashed, and they smashed, and they scragged him with glee. 
Afterwards they searched him, and a magic potion found. 

You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 

CHORUS: ...Afterwards they searched him, and a magic potion found. 
You bash the Balrog and I’ll climb a tree. 

The low-wisdom Swordsman picked it up and drank it down. 

Changed to a wolf immediately. 

No one could dispel it, so they headed back toward town. 

You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 

CHORUS: ...No one could dispel it, so they headed back toward town. 
You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb a tree. 

Then a loud vice bellowed, "Who has slain the Goblin King?" 

Round turned our heroes; what did they see? 

Swooping down upon them was a Balrog on the wing. 

You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 

CHORUS: ...Swooping down upon them was a Balrog on the wipg. 

You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 

"Help!" screamed the Cleric. "Ditto!" yelled the Elven Mage. 

The wolf whimpered low, and he tried to flee. 

The Balrog fell upon them, and his flames began to rage. 

You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 

CHORUS: ...The Balrog fell upon them, and his flames began to rage. 
You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 
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They ran through the forest, seeking for a place to hide, 

Pursued by the Balrog so fierce to see. 

"Wait," cried the Elf-mage. "I have got a plan," he lied. 

"You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree." 

CHORUS: ..."Wait," cried the Elf-mage. "I have got a plan," he lied. 

"You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree." 

Once a mighty Balrog slew a cleric and an elf 
And a smallish wolf who had teeth plus three. 

Skinned them and tanned their hides and kept them on a closet shelf. 

You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 

CHORUS: ...He skinned them and tanned their hides and kept them on a closet shelf. 
You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 

(alternative end verse for people who like, nay insist, on happy endings:) 

Once a mighty Balrog slew a jolly cleric and 
Skinned a smallish wolf who had teeth plus three. 

But the Elf got away, and he’s living with a Dryad band. 

You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 


First printed in Alarums & Excursions. 



(This is perhaps the archetypical Dungeons and Dragons song. It is common for each singer to point 
accusingly at someone else during the chorus.) 
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At The World Con 


Words: Roberta Rogow 

Music: J. P. Sousa - The Bowery" 


C G7 C 



I had one of the Dev-il's own nights, and I’ll nev - er go there an - y more. 

G7 C G 7 



things at the World - Con; the World - Con--I'll nev - er go there an - y morel 


Oh, the night that I hit World-Con 
I just had to know what went on. 

All the people who know me say 
"You’re mundane, better stay away." 

But I was out to eryoy the sights; 

Sample the World-Con’s Sci-Fi delights! 

I had one of the Devil’s own nights, 

And I’ll never go there any more! 

CHORUS: Oh, the World-Con, the World-Con; 

They say such things and they do such things 
At the World-Con, the World-Con — 

I’ll never go there any more! 
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Sword-and-Sorcery folks were there, 

Conjuring demons in underwear; 

Writing the stories that I abhor, 

Each one more weird than the one before. 

I said "Phooey", and "I’ll be blowed. 

If I can walk up this Glory Road!" 

Someone went "Poof!"; I turned into a toad! 
I’ll never go there any more! 

CHORUS 

I saw a guy in a ruffled shirt, 

Green eye-makeup and spangled skirt, 

I thought that I’d put him in his place, 

I dangled my wrist and I made a face. 

He didn’t like it and he let fly! 

"Who was the bloke with the fists?" says I. 
"Don’t you know, ’twas the Chief Dorsai!" 
I’ll never go there any more! 

CHORUS 

I saw some people were shooting dice, 

I thought "Craps!" and I said, "How nice!" 

I asked if I could join in the game, 

They said sure, and they asked my name; 
When I told them, they said, "How droll ~ 
We’ll say that you are a blue-nosed troll." 

I crapped out on a Character Roll -- 
I’ll never go there any more! 

CHORUS 

I saw a couple were dressed in furs, 

One piece for his’n and three for hers! 
Hung all over with weapons of war, 

Looking for action, or maybe Gor(e) 

I was shocked and I spoke out clear, 

"We’ll have no naked barbarians here!" 

One of them slashed and I lost an ear - 
I’ll never go there any more! 

CHORUS 

One or two of the people there 

Made good sense, and they seemed to care; 

Mr. Clement and Doctor A 

Looked quite sane and saw things my way; 

But after all of the oddball sights, 

I had to admit that my friends were right, 
Still, I’d have hated to miss that night, 

But I’ll never go there any more! 
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Songs Out Of Tune 


Words and Music: Steve Simmons 
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sing til the eve - ning is gone. We sing til the morning, and then we sing on. 


We sing songs out of tune, 

Of dragons, and men on the moon. 

We sing til the evening is gone. 

We sing til the morning, and then we sing on. 

We sing songs of all kinds, 

Songs about people clean out of their minds. 

We’ll sing about Gordy once, too. 

And play til our fingers are all black and blue. 

We play guitars as a lark. 

All that we lack is a musical spark. 

We don’t tune too well, it’s true, 

But hark to our voices; they’re out of tune too. 

Fans write songs of all kinds. 

Some of them scan, and some of them rhyme. 

The ones that do both are to few, 

But then they aren’t fannish, if that’s what they accomplish. 

We sing songs out of tune, 

Of dragons, and men on the moon. 

We sing til the evening is gone. 

We sing til the morning, and then we sing on. 
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Greensleeves 
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Words: Chris Weber 
Music: "Greensleeves" 


Am G 

Alas, poor fan, as you write a filk 
F El 

And seek melodies for your brilliant words. 

Am G 

The songs you like are in copyright. 

F El * Am 

If you’re caught they will sue out your eyeballs. 

C G 

Greensleeves is your last resort, 

F El 

Greensleeves is the tune to use. 

C G 

Greensleeves at the last report 

F El Am 

Fits some two hundred eighty filk songs. 

You may try C, perhaps D or G, 

Almost any key that will serve your need. 

The price is right for there is no fee 

When you borrow the whole tune from Greensleeves. 

Greensleeves is the melody, 

Greensleeves, the helping hand. 

Used straight, or in harmony, 

You know you’re on safe grounds with Greensleeves. 
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Moonlight Over Livermore 


Words: Mike Roberts 
Music: Jamaican Farewell 


G C 

Down de way, where de rooskies pay 
D7 G 

For the drinks you buy at de local bar, 

C 

I meet a girl and she talk so strange, 

D7 G 

Then she smile at me and say we could go far, 

G C 

CHORUS: And I’m glad to say that I’m happy for 

D7 G 

To be living here in sunny Livermore, 

C 

And I hope that they will never make me leave 

D7 G 

Because what the rooskies offer me you won't believe. 


On any weekend you can go 

Down to this fancy ranch house that I know. 

The girls there are very nice 

And the things you tell them are half de price 
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CHORUS 

There is a man I know in town 

He teach me just how I can bring computer down. 

So if your program is Classified 

You’ll surely get your data, and so will I. 

CHORUS 

I lose my badge the other day; 

The rooskies make me new one right away. 

It saves me time and hassle, see? 

I never have to talk to security. 

CHORUS 

I say I like photography; 

The rooskies give me cameras and film for free. 
The cameras they are tiny things - 
Of course I only use them for backpacking. 

CHORUS 

My friends they ask how I come to be 
Living so well on my lab salary. 

I tell them that it’s not so queer; 

A rich uncle dies, ohh, every year, 

CHORUS 

Down the way where the clothes are gray 
And the guards are watching me breaking rock, 

I’m serving time for my years of crime -- 
But my rooskie friends are in my cell block, 

CHORUS 


(For those unfamiliar with the Bay Area, sunny Livermore is a sleepy farming town 60 km east of 
San Francisco. It just happens to be host to the Lawrence Livermore National Laboratory, home of 
friendly H-bomb designers like Megaton Mike.) 
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Marcon Ballroom 


Words: Anne Passovoy 
Music: "Plastic Jesus" 


C 

In these air-conditioned breezes 
F 

Here I sit while my ass freezes 
C G7 

In the ballroom of this big hotel. 

C 

Now, they know damn-well our cons are raucous; 
F 

Why in God’s name can’t they block us 

C G7 C 

Where we won’t freak out their clientele! 


C F 

CHORUS: Marcon Ballroom, Marcon Ballroom 

C G7 

Sitting on my chilly plastic seat; 

C 

The hotel must have said "The train’s in! 
F 

Here’s our chance to pack mundanes in 

C G7 C 

Every room around the Dorsai suite! 


’Bout midnight when we’re gettin’ noisy 
They move in some guy from Boise, 

Soon he’s hearin’ music in the halls, 

Then thirty voices hit the chorus, 

Whopps, the plywood must be porous. 

The little guy next door is climbing walls. 

CHORUS: Marcon Ballroom, Marcon Ballroom, 

Here we sit in exile on the floor. 

Will the fans forever more sigh, 

"Nothing human stops the Dorsai! 

(’cept three tourists banging on the door.)" 


The Wester/ilk Collection, Volume 11 



179 


Well, it’s one little guy and two old ladies 
Jumping up and down and raising Hades 
Hearing all the music from our room. 

The final splatter from the pigeon 
Must have been Old Time Religion: 

They understood enough to drop the boom! 

CHORUS: Marcon Ballroom, Marcon Ballroom, 

Sitting here we’re risking frozen feet. 

The only place we can sing next is 
In the lobby where the desk is; 

Always heard it said revenge is sweet. 

Marcon Ballroom, Marcon Ballroom. 

Years and cons and fans may come and go (may come and go) 
One trick hotels will always favor is 
Making sure your next door neighbor is 
Someone guaranteed to close the show. 
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Filksingers’ Ball 


Words: Signe Landon 

Music: "Oh, What a Beautiful Morning" 

D A7 D 

There’s a yucky gray film on my tonsils, 

A7 D 

And my tongue should be given to Goodwill. 

A7 D G 

Last night I was high as a dinosaur’s eye - 
D Am A 

But that was last night; now I wish I could die. 

D C G 

CHORUS: All of the hikers were singing! 

D A 

Too many songs to recall. 

D AG 

Last night the hotel was ringing, 

D A D 

With the sounds of the Filksingers’ Ball. 

There’s a sound in my ears, they keep ringing; 

It’s a sound sort of vaguely like singing. 

The scansion’s atrocious, the rhymes make me fret, 

But there’s something about those songs I can’t forget 

CHORUS 

Jordin was there with his songbooks, 

His taper, guitar, and a black look. 

It seems he’d forgotten the words to a song, 

So he just made them up and we all sang along... 

CHORUS 

The SCA showed up with old songs, 

Borrowed songs, new songs, and blue songs. 

Their voices, like angels’, our ears did delight, 

But the one with the sword gave us a bit of a fright... 

CHORUS 

I think that my palms have grown black hair, 

And my eyes feel like Star Wars was lost there. 

My hair is in knots and my stomach feels vile, 

But when I remember last night I still smile... 

CHORUS 
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Waltzing A Hugo 

Words: Robert A. Cook 
Music: "Waltzing Matilda" 

C G7 C F 

Once a jolly wag man sat him at his tik-i-tak 

C G7 

Scribing a wag of a fantasy; 

C G7 C F 

And he sang as he sat and scribed him at his tik-i-tak, 

C G7 c 

"There’ll come a-waltzing a Hugo for me!" 

F 

"...waltzing a Hugo...waltzing a Hugo... 

C G7 

There’ll come a-waltzing a Hugo for me." 

C G7 C F 

And he sang as he sat and scribed him at his tik-i-tak, 

C G7 C 

"There’ll come a-waltzing a Hugo for me!" 

Up came a printman riding in his silver dog; 

Up jumped the wag man and grabbed him with glee. 

And he sang as he read that printman from his tik-i-tak, 
"There’ll come a-waltzing a Hugo for me!" 

"...waltzing a Hugo...waltzing a Hugo... 

There’ll come a-waltzing a Hugo for me." 

And he sang as he read that print man from his tik-i-tak 
"There’ll come a-waltzing a Hugo for me!" 


"Yes," said the print man, reading from the tik-i-tak, 
"You’ve scribed a wag of the best, I see. 

With a little cutting - just a chapter here and there - 
There’ll come a-waltzing a Hugo or three." 
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"...waltzing a Hugo...waltzing a Hugo... 

There’ll come a-waltzing a Hugo for me." 

"With a little cutting - just a chapter here and there - 
There’ll come a-waltzing a Hugo or three." 

Up jumped the wag man and tore his wag to little bits. 

"You’ll never edit this away from me!" 

And his ghost may be heard if you scribe upon his tik-i-tak 
"There’ll come a-waltzing a Hugo for me!" 

"...waltzing a Hugo...waltzing a Hugo.... 

There’ll come a-waltzing a Hugo for me." 

And his ghost may be heard, crying "’DRUTHER HAVE A NEBULA! 
But, there’ll come a-waltzing a Hugo for me!" 
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